Piano Playing 

So Easy It's Really Amazing! 




Mr. Dave Minor, Who Is On The Radio 
From Coast-to-Coast, Guarantees He 
Will Teach You To Play The Piano 
By Ear Without Knowing One Music 
Note From Another, Or No Cost 



FREE 



DAVE MINOR'S FAMOUS 
"PLAY BY EAR" PIANO 
SONG BOOK GIVEN FREE 



Mr. Dave Minor, the man who guarantees if you can hum, whistle, or 
sing a tune, and if you are willing to spend a few minutes a day for three 
weeks at the piano, he can teach you to play the piano by ear, entirely 
without music notes of any kind. It sounds too good to be true, but it is 
true. You can prove it for yourself, just by mailing the coupon. 

Special Introductory Offer 

Here is an outstanding offer to everyone who would 
like to play the piano. Mr. Minor has just completed a 
new "play by ear" piano course that is the easiest and 
quickest method you ever saw. It's so good and so prac- 
tical that if, in three weeks, you're not actually playing 
the piano, your money back. Xow, isn't that fair? So. 
don't wait. Mail the coupon now and get in tin a special 
offer so wonderful it's amazing. 
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COMPUTE 
COURSE OF 
HOME 

INSTRUCTION 

SEND NO MONEY. . . Mail Coupon . . . Test at Our Risk 



Even if you never played the piano or don't know one note 
from another, Dave Minor's new improved "play by ear" 
piano course must teach you or you are not out a red cent ! 
It contains all the pictures, all the easy-to-follow instructions. 
It's as simple as ABC. 25 lessons in all, less than 6c a lesson! 
For over 25 years, Dave Minor has been teaching folks to play 
the piano. He has thousands of satisfied students, but never 
before has he been able fo offer voir such a complete and 
simplified method to play. the piano by ear. You start playing 
chords at once, and soon you'll be playing all kinds of songs 
from Dave Minor's big free song book, for your own pleasure 
and for the entertainment of your family and friends. Mail 
the coupon, pay $1.49 plus C.O.D. postage on arrival on 
guarantee you may return course in three weeks, if not 
satisfied, for full refund. 

If you act promptly, now, Dave Minor will give you, abso- 
lutely free of extra costs, this big 72-page book of 50 America's 
favorite songs There's not one note of music in this book, 
but it teaches you to play waltzes, ballads, marches, patriotic 
and popular songs. All you do is follow the first few pages 
of the Piano Course and you can play any song from this 



DELCXE Song Book. You get this Song Book free just by- 
ordering the new and simplified "play by ear" piano course 
that is guaranteed to teach you to play the piano or money 
back. Mail coupon today. 

DAVE MINOR, STUDIO 13BB 

230 East Ohio, Chicago 11, III. 

*■»-«•----•"-- 'MAIL THIS COUPON"- 

! MR. DAVE MINOR, Studio 13- B B 

■ 230 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, III. 

* Send Your brand new complete "Play By Ear" Courae of 2.i lessons 

■ and Free 72-page Piano Hong Boole. I'll pay Si. 49 plus C.O.D. post- 
! age on arrival on vour posiiive guarantee I mav return course in 
J 3 weeks for full refund. (Send ?ll49 with order and Dave Minor 
t pays postages 
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3 BIG VALUES in QUE 



* This Smart Leather Billfold and Pass Case 

* Your Choice of Emblems and Name Engraved 
on the Billfold in 23k GOLD 

» 3 -Color Identification Plate 

Beautifully Engraved with 
your Name, Address and 




Social Security Number 




Smart Leather 
BILLFOLD 
Your Favorite Emblem, Name, 



Address and Social Security Number 
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NE-WAY TRIP 

A PENNY GRAVES ("AMERICAN WAC ) ADVENTURE 



IT WAS a scries of below- 
the-belt jabs by fate that 
got WAC Corporal Penny 
Graves into the mess in the 
first place. None of it should 
have happened. 

To begin with, an urgent 
last-minute message to the fly- 
ing field had necessitated a 
messenger. Penny Graves, 
being handy and not on duty, 
had volunteered to deliver it. 
At the field she had stopped 
to ch'at with Lieutenant Wav- 
erly, pilot of a Stinson Flying 
Jeep ambulance plane, Lieu- 
tenant Waverly's job was to 
dart down into tiny jungle 
clearings along the India- 
Burma border to pick up 
wounded fighters. It was a 
suicidal job, for the Japs had 
no compunction at all abou: 
shooting down ambulance 
planes or about using wounded 
Americans as bait for their 
death traps, and the Flying 
Jeep's sole armament con- 
sisted of the .45 Colt automatic 
strapped to Lieutenant Wav- 
erly's lean thigh. 

Penny was visting With the 
Lieutenfnt. an old acquain- 
tance, when Sparks, the radio 
man ran up. "Got a bad one 
for you, Wave," he panted. 
"One of our Thunderbolt 
.fighters crashed northeast of 
Wanga Ton and he's pinned 
in the wreckage, in pretty bad 
shape He got off a message 
giving his location and condi- 
tion and then passed out cold." 



Lieutenant Waverly was al- 
ready springing into action. 
"Get me a medic or nurse. If 
he's in bad shape, he may need 
treatment on the way back. 
How far is it?" 

"Forty 
plane^ 




ijpted. 
; and 
' She 

before he 
cotiJd open it to protest. "Let's 
not waste time arguing. Tom. 
A man's life is at stake," 

So fate, hitting below the 
belt, must have chuckled ten 
minutes later at the sight of 
Corporal Penny Graves seated 
beside Lieutenant Waverly as 
the Stinson hedge-hopped 
northeast over the impenetra- 
ble Burma jungles. But Fate 
wasn't through yet, by any 
means. It was her day to play 

Waverly, who knew the 
aerial landmarks of his area 
like a book, hit the clearing on 
the nose with one pass. They 
roared over at tree-top height 
and both breathed a sigh of 
thankfulness when they saw 
the wreckage of the Thunder- 
bolt piled neatly at the far 
end of the clearing. There was 
room enough left for the Stin ■ 
son td land— room enough but 
none to spare. 

"Keep your fingers crossed," 
Waverly said and began to 
fishtail the Stinson to kill 
ipeed.."If we over-shoot ., ." 

But they didn't, due to Wav- 



erly's superb piloting, and a 
moment later the two were 
racing across the lush grass of 
the clearing toward the shat- 
tered wreckage of the downed 
Thunderbolt. The worst of 
their trip was over— finding the 
wreck and landing by it. Now 
it was only a matter of load- 
ing the wounded man and get- 
ting him back ... or so they 
thought. 

"Hey," Penny said sud- 
denly, faltering. "I thought 
Thunderbolts only earned one 
man." 

"They do." 

"Th-then," Penny gasped, 
pointing, "wh-who is he?" 

He was a second figure in 
the tattered remnants of fly- 
ing togs, slumped across, the 
wrecked fuselage just behind 
the trapped pilot. Waverly's 
automatic slid into his hand 
and they advanced cautiously. 
But a moment later they 
threw caution to the four ' 
winds. The second figure was 
Al Hall, a fighter pilot who 
had been missing nearly two 
weeks after a foray to the 
north. He had been wounded 
in the hip and one leg was 
swollen and black. 

"Gangrene," Waverly 
snapped tersely. "It'll be touch 
and go to pull him through. 
Poor devil must have wan- 
dered through the jungles un- 
til he stumbled on this wreck," 

"Right-Wave." a faint 
voice gasped. Hall was con- 
scious, grinning weakly 
through his tangled beard. 
"But take care of Jud first. 
He's hurt bad." 

THEY WORKED feverish- 
ly, indifferent to the possi- 



bility of Jap scout parties 
coming on them. Judson, the 
trapped pilot, was freed at last 
and laid on a blanket beside 
Hall for what first aid Penny 
could administer. Waverly 
stood frowning down at them, 
tight-lipped. 

"We'll have to take Jud 
first," he said. "I can't carry 
four in my crate. But I'll be 
right back for you, Hall. 
Okay?" 

"Okay, pal," Hall gasped 
weakly. "I've waited this long. 
I can wait'a few more hours." 

"Nonsense," Penny Graves 
snapped then, her head erect. 
"Both these men need imme- 
diate attention. I'm perfectly 
healthy. I'll w.ait here while 
you take them both in and 
come back for me." 
' Waverly stared at her 
soberly and then nodded. "I 
hate to leave you. Penny. The 
jungle's full of Japs. But 
frankly, an hour might mean 
the difference between living 
and dying to either man. Help 
me load them." 

When the two pilots, both 
mercifully sleeping, were 
loaded aboard the ambulance 
plane, Waverly handed his 
.45 automatic to Penny. "I'll 
get back as fast as I can, 
Penny. Good luck." 

As the Stinson climbed out 
of the tiny clearing, dipped a 
farewell salute and headed 
westward, Penny realized for 
the first time the full depths 
of loneliness and helplessness. 
■The great green and black 
walls of the surrounding 
jungle seemed to be bending 
toward her menacingly, hem- 
ming her in. Every rustling, 
leaf seemed to be the sound of 
Japs creeping closer, 

"You're a soldier. Corporal 
Graves," Penny told herself 
fiercely, through clenched 
teeth. "Act like one." 

Clutching the heavy auto- 
matic, she found a shaded 
hiding place under the crushed 
wing of the Thunderbolt and 
made herself comfortable. It 
would take two hours, at best, 
for Waverly to return— and in 
two hours this clearing would 
be black with evening shad- 
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ows. Could Waverly find it in 
the dusk? Could he manage a 
safe landing and take-off? 
Would the Japs get there first? 
They were everywhere, like 
jungle animals. 

Suddenly Penny's hideout 
didn't seem so comfortabli. If 
the Japs came they would 
head straight for the wreck 
and she would be trapped. 
The nine shots in her forty- 
five would be less than use- 
less. She got up quickly, nerv- 
ously, and fell over something 
in the grass. It was a big spare 
gasoline tin, full of aviation 
gas. that must have fallen 
from the wrecked Thunder- 
bolt. The Japs mustn't get our 
gas, Penny thought, in a mo- 
ment of near-panic. She lifted 
the heavy can, looked around 
quickly for a hiding place and 
shoved it into a section of wing 
that overhung her hiding 
place, its covering ripped and 
torn away from gaunt ribs. 

Penny was settling down 
into her new hiding place at 
the edge of the jungle when 
she heard the sounds. Shp 
froze, peering through the 
fronds. Then she nearly cried 
aloud as. one after another. 
Jap faces began to peer out 
across the clearing. She 
hunched down, shaking, hop- 
ing she had not been seen. 

It seemed an eternity until 
the Japs, evidently deciding 
all was clear, came into the 
clearing. There were a dozen 
of them, squat, ugly! brutal 
animals in sloppy uniforms. 
But their weapons were new 
and well kept and alert as they 
s-urrounded the wreck, peering 
and poking and jabbering 
Nipponese. Something was 
bothering them and suddenly 
Penny understood. 

THEY COULD see where 
she and Waverly had pried 
out the pilot, could see the 
marks of the stretchers on the 
grass, the wheel marks of the 
Stinson still fresh. They knew 
Americans had been there re- 
cently—and they knew they 
would return. Someone would 
come back to strip instru- 
ments from the wreck and 



then destroy it before it fell 
into enemy hands. 

As sure as if Penny could 
understand Japanese she knew 
they were discussing this and 
planning a trap. Waverly 
would come back and fall into 
it. Then she would either be 
captured or left to starve in 
the jungle. But Waverly and 
a valuable plane would be lost. 
Something had to be done— 
but her pistol would accom- 
plish nothing, Or would it? 

Suddenly grim and very 
steady, Penny laid the barrel 
of the automatic into a forked 
twig for steadiness. She took 
eareful aim and squeezed the 
trigger. One, two, three. . . 

Nine heavy forty-five cali- 
ber slugs blammed across the 
few feet of space, over the 
heads of the startled Japs and 
into the tin of gasoline she had 
hidden just above them. Nine 
heavy slugs ripping and rend- 
ing the thin sheet metal, loos- 
ing streams of gasoline that 
poured down over the yelling 
Japs, drenching them. 

And one of those slugs rico- 
cheting off a metal rib, struck 
a hot. fat spark amid the ter- 
ribly inflammable gasoline 
vapors. 

Penny crouched down, 
squeezing her ey'es shut 
against the searing gush of 
flame, covering her ears against 
the terrible animal shrieks 
that came from that huddle of 
human torches. Then the 
shrieks stopped, but the fire 
roared on, lighting the clearing. 

The Stinson came at last 
and Lieutenant Waverly, tak- 
ing in the situation at a glance, 
helped the trembling Penny 
Graves into the plane. He 
went away for a while and 
when he returned his lips were 
tight and they made the take- 
off in silence. 

It was not until thqy were 
almost back to the field that 
he spoke. "Nice work, Corpo- 
ral," Waverly said gently. "If 
it will make you feel any bet- 
ter, 1*11 tell you that in the 
dusk I'd never have found this 
clearing if I hadn't .spotted 
the fire." 

The End 
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A&EANWHtLE, ALLIED HEAD 
QUARTERS DESPERATELV 
CALLS PCJR THE AID OP- 
A FAMED FIGHTING 



calling phamtom 
eagle; calling 

Pt-IANTOM V 
EAGLE! A UP UNTIL HE 
CALLING... ) ANSWERS.' WE 
y MUST CONTACT 




THE WORST OP IT IS, 
THE GERMANS HttVE 
THE GATE CHARGED 
WITH A STRANGE 
PORCE THAT RADIATES 
UP AND EXPLODES IN 
MIDAIR, ALL BOMBS 
WE DROP-' WE TRIED 
SENDING BOATS, LOAD- 
ED WITH EXPLOSIVES, 
TO IT, BUT THAT FORCE 
EXPLODED THEM, TOO, 
AHEAD OF TIME! WE 
NEED PHOTOGRAPHS 
OP THAT IRON GATE 
- WHAT'S BACK 
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AMAZING NEW SCIENTIFIC METHOD 

If you have blackheads, you know how embarrassing they 
e, how they clog your pores, mar your appearance and 
invite criticism. Now you can solve the problem of 
eliminating blackheads, forever, with this amazing new 
VACUTEX Inventon. It extracts filthy blackheads in 
seconds, painlessly, without injuring or squeezing the 
skin. VACUTEX creates a gentle vacuum around 
blackhead! Cleans out hard-to-reach places in a jiffy. 
Germ laden fingers never touch the skin. Simply place 
the direction finder over blackhead, draw back extrac- 
tor . . . and it's out! Release extractor and blackhead 
is ejected. VACUTEX does it all! Don't risk infec- 
tion with old-fashioned methods. Order TODAY ! 

10 DAY TRIAL OFFER 



Don't wait until embarrassing criticism makes you act. 
Don't risk losing out on popularity and success because of 
ugly dirt-clogged pores. ACT NOW ! Enjoy the thrill of 
having a clean skin, "free of pore-c logging, embarrassing 
blackheads. Try Vacutex for 10 days. We guarantee it to 
do all we claim. If you are not completely satisfied your 
$1.00 will be immediately refunded, 
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